his hands behind his back, cheered up at my return and
once more waved his hand towards the waiting voiture.
There was nothing else to be done. We called for the
cocker and returned our belongings. By some means or
other we contrived to make him understand that the hotel
was not suitable and that he was to find us another. He
began to count them offon his fingers. There was nothing
familiar in anything he said until he came to the Ritz. I
stopped him at once.
" Ritz;' I said firmly.
He cracked his whip and off we went. From behind
the curtains the manager and the girl watched the depar-
ture of the lunatics, as I believe they really thought us.
We drove along a handsome street, marvelling at the
traffic, admiring the lights but getting colder and wetter
every moment. At last, with a flourish, we arrived at
our destination.
" They'll never let us in," my wife sighed.
" If we once cross that threshold," I answered, " they'll
find it hard work to get us out." So in we sallied, and this
time the driver was beginning to enter into the spirit of
the thing. He carried my dressing-bag, a porter hurried
out for the rest of our things, and I walked boldly to the
reception desk.
"Two single communicating rooms with bath," I
ordered in my best French. " And a room for the maid.
We are very tired and very wet."
" The rooms are ordered ? " the clerk asked doubtfully.
" Certainly," I replied.   " Ordered from the Con-
sulate at Nice.   Please have us shown up at once.   We
have had a disagreeable journey and are very uncomfort-
able."
The young man bowed, touched a bell, escorted us
to the lift, and the thing was done. I had no thought
of asking the price of the rooms, notwithstanding the
reduced state of my pocket-book. They were more
than comfortable, they were luxurious. I signed our
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